THE SECOND AFTERNOON

scented room stood a signpost: To Rasinglury 10 miles.
The walls fell asunder for that Basingbury road to roll
out its full length before him like a cool drugget over
these hot Turkish stuffs. A few yards beyond the second
milestone out of Gal ton began a line of oak-trees in whose
leafless branches the nightingales used to sing at dusk at
the end of the Easter holidays, and in August there were
sky-blue chicory flowers in the dusty roadside grass. Once
as a boy he had sat in that grass for the best of an August
day and broken flints for a tramp, who had paid him a
shilling for his labour and slept under a tangle of bryony,
better pleased to earn eighteenpence for doing nothing
than half a crown for hammering the sunny hours away,
Basingbury 8 miles. Galton 2 miles.

" That is her mother," Queenie was saying. " And
I must tell to her how poor Elsie has died so far
away in Constantinople, and perhaps she will be glad
to see me again, because she has been so kind to me in
England."

" You're speaking the truth to me, child ? " Waterlow
asked, in a voice that was almost pleading 5 for his green
thoughts of Hampshire did not want to be obliterated by
lies.

" Oh yes, it is so true," she assured him solemnly.
" I would not tell to you lies about my sister, because she
was so sweet, and now she is dead. She was so black when
she died. No one could know her except me." She
suddenly put her hands to her face in horror of the picture
she saw in her mind's eye. " But I was holding her in
my arms so close, because she was not wanting to die.
Jch> no, poor girl; she was really quite afraid."

The walls of the scented room had closed in again on
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